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Wuy NoT A PHONOGRAPHIC AFTER-DINNER 


SPEECH MACHINE ? 


CELEBRITIES COULD BE REPRESENTED AT ANY NUMBER OF BANQUETS, 


[‘* An experiment in dinner speeches by telephone is to be tried at Massachusetts Institute.’”-— Echo. ] 








TO A BROOMSTICK. 


[A broomstick was found in one of the reservoirs 
at Atcham, which had a wondrous flora on it, 
besides four genera of the saprolegniacewe.— Evening 
Paper. ] 

BroomsTIck that in olden days 
Swirt distinguished with his praise, 
Sunk since hen in evil plight, 

To dishonour relegated, 
Science you with kindly light 

Now has rehabilitated, 
As on you it bids us see 
Saprolegniacee. 


Think no longer how your broom 
Once would scour the dusty room, 
Henceforth beauty may adorn 

All that fills us now with loathing, 
Fig on thistle, grape on thorn, 

We may find, since glorious clothing 
You now wear by Fate’s decree, 
Saprolegniacee. 


Broomstick, let us learn of you, 
(We are “sticks,” too often, too,) 
Then let your example show 

How, when we, too, are forgotten 
(As the wondrous flora grow 

On your wood when dead and rotten) 
Our bequest, like yours, may be 





Saprolegniacee. 
THE UMBRELLA. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—Our useful friend, the 
umbrella, has never been deemed worthy of 
any regulation of tenderness since it was 
brought into the public service. Letus take 
Regent Street on a day of steady downpour. 

Here come a couple of pedestrians, a lady 
and gentleman, with one umbrella between 
them, naturally upheld by the cavalier. 
Pray notice that in his awkward anxiety to 
save his hat, the latter permits the drops 


| from the parapluie to descend free on the 


left shoulder of his fair companion, who 
enters the café, flinging the wet from her 


| jacket like a damp retriever, and exclaims, 


angrily, ‘*What a beastly umbrella that 


Timp 
jis!” Could any accusation be more un- 


fair? The unhappy mixture of silk and 
steel has done its best to protect both, but 
owing to the male pedestrian not having 
been educated up to umbrella-work, coupled 





with his own selfishness, the unlucky 
‘‘brolly”’ has to bear the blame, as well as 
the greater part of the ducking. 

Now observe the meeting of that very tall 
individual and that very short person, both 
umbrella’d. The latter raises his protector 
as high as his right arm will reach. Seeing 
this, the giant reduces his reach. What is 
the consequence ? A collision, rents in both 
umbrellas, and some language not com- 
patible with the moral standard of Mr. 
Punch. Again the result of neglected edu- 
cation. 

The rain stops fora while. Down come 
the umbrellas, and are shaken, especially by 
the ladies, over the passers-by on a give-and- 
take ——— instead of the entire infantry 
wheeling to the left and working-off the 
moisture in the gutter. 

Now a strong breeze arises still charged 
with moisture. Handled by owners callous 
of the rule of the pavement, which differs 
from the rule of the road, the umbrellas in 
the clutch of the party facing the wind are 
lowered until they become so many batter- 























[According to the Daily News, character-reading 
from the nose is the latest science. } 

READING OF A VERY EMINENT NOSE BY OUR 
OWN NASOLOGIST. 


ing rams, while the opposition, having their 
‘*gamps’’ extended over their backs, are 
—— to resist the enemy, and are 
broken up like the Dervishes at Omdurman. 
W ere detinite rules in existence, the travellers 
going up stream would take one side of the 
way, and those going down the other. 
I am, dear Mr. Punch, 
Your obedient Servant, 


Waterloo Lodge, S.W. DrippinG Pan. 








A VERESTCHAGIN REVIEW. 


One can only apply a military term to 
the battle-scenes {at the Grafton Gallery) 
of our old friend Vast~1 VASILIYEVITCH 
VERESTCHAGIN, when not sneezing at the 
sight of the Russian names on the snow- 
pictures. Verestchat’ means ‘‘ to whimper,” 
in Russian, but there is not much whining 
about this warrior-artist, as he unflinch- 
ingly sets down on canvas the various ex 
tremely unpleasant conditions of a cam- 
paign in an Arctic climate, though he is 
this time a little less blood-curdling with 
‘** Napoleon's Retreat from Moscow” than on 
the occasion of his former exhibition at the 
Grosvenor Gallery. GospopIn ,V. V. V. 
has compiled a highly interesting and his- 
torical booklet (not without touches of con- 
siderable naiveté) to accompany his pictures, 
but why, oh why, are the latter numbered 
out of all order, or sometimes not at all ? 
In one instance the same number (65) and 
verbal description serves for two quite 
different scenes at Inkerman, one showing 
the famous Rock, and the other the bridge 
over the Chernaya. Perhaps since our visit 
this eccentricity may have been corrected. 

VERESTCHAGIN gives us personal details 
with regard to some of his subjects in the 
next room. Servant girls are cheap in 
Viatka. For example, No. 38 earns eighteen- 
pence a month. ‘“ My cook at Moscow 
(No. 84) lived some time in St. Petersburg, 
and therefore uses German words occasion- 
ally.’ Here is material for an epitaph, as 
also in the case of a zealous Mayor of a 
village near Rostov in the Yaroslav Govern- 
ment, who, we are told in a note, ‘has 
yainted the Church red.” Is this the official 

ussian equivalent to our English painting 





the town the same cheerful colour ? 
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HOURS OF IDLENESS. 


[‘* There is a striking decline in the judicial business of the House of Lords. There are only nine cases on the list this Session.” — Westminster Gazette.) 
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TOO BAD! 


[“ For the future Foreign Office letters of intro- 
duction to our embassies abroad are not to be 
| regarded as entitling the holders to hospitality. 
| An introduction is not an invitation to dinner; so 
it is now snnounced in a circular signed by Lord 

| SatisBuRY himself,””—Daily Paper. | 


ImpossIBLE! too bad! too bad ! 
And after all the ructions 

And endless trouble I have had 
To get these introductions ! 

And now—it is enough to try 
One’s temper, saint or sinner— 

To find these letters don’t imply 
A tea, far less a dinner! 


My darling girls, my angels bright, 
My winsome, gay love-darters 
I thought to see you every night 
Among the stars and garters. 
You, JANE, should make a brilliant match, 
And Kater, you’d cut a dash, eh ? 
I counted on you, love, to catch 
Some unattached attaché. 


But this is alla dream. No more 

For us these golden chances ; 
No more the dear ambassador 

Will ask us to his dances ; 
We shall no longer waltz till dawn 

With counts and kings—instead, loves, 
We'll have to stay at home and yawn, 
Until it ’s time for bed, loves. 








SPORTING INTELLIGENCE. 


| Since the announcement of M. Dupuy’s 
bet with M. Brnper as to the date of the 
judgment in the Dreyrus case, the loser to 
give a dinner of twenty courses, there is 
reason to believe that there is more or less 
of truth in the following rumours. 

Mr. Batrour has bet Sir Wittiam Har- 
COURT one new bicycle to one complete set 
of the Times that no one ever saw, after 
death, the donkey frequently mentioned in 

| the great church controversy. The loser to 
| ride the bicycle, or to read all the news- 
papers, as the case may be. 

Sir WitrRrip Lawson has bet Sir CuTHBERT 
QuitTER fifty dozen of soda water to one 
cask of pure beer that the sale of intoxicating 
liquors in the Houses of Parliament will not 
be stopped by the present government. 

Don Cartos offered to bet a castle in 
Spain that he would obtain possession of 
his kingdom before the Greek Calends, but 
this offer has not been accepted. 

Prince Victor NAPOLEON has bet the Due 
D’ORLEANS two half-crowns that the latter 
will not be King of France on the First of 
April next. 

President KruGer has made a bet with 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN that the Delagoa Bay 
Arbitration will not be finished during this 
century. The loser to entertain Mrs. 
KrvGER to a cup of tea and a bath bun. 

Mr. Swirt MacNemu has bet Sir M. 
Hicxs-Beacu a meerschaum pipe that the 
latter will not propose any pad reduction 
|of duty for the benefit of the tobacco 
| Manufacturers. 

The German Emperor has offered 100,000 
to 1 that M. Veer, one of the artists of 
Le Rire, will not visit Berlin just at present, 
| but no one has accepted this. 


LATEST BETTING. 


2 to 1 agst. Dead Donkey. 

— 1 —— Blue Ribbon. 
100 — 1 —— Philippe. 

25 — 1 —— Delagoa, bay filly. 

5 — 4—— Bird's Eye. 
100,000 — 1 —~ Veber’s Last Waltz (0). 
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Convivial Party. ‘‘I SHAY, OLE F’LLER, HOW LONG DOESH IT TAKE TO GEROUT OF THISH 
Woop?” 








“A *Recorp’ Storm” was the heading 
of a short par. in the Westminster Gazette 
the other day. The number must have had 
a great sale amongst the Ritualists 
expectant of some new attack on the part of 
the journal which represents extremists at 
the other end of the Ecclesiastical pole. 
But it simply recorded that the violent storm, 
from which America has suffered, was the 
greatest in the history of the Atlantic Coast 
States: and that interested all parties. 





THE IMPERIAL PILGRIM PICTORIALISED.— 
Kaiser WILHELM the Second is far too 
knowing to purchase and keep, or confiscate 
en bloc, the pictures by Jean VEBER, still on 
view at the Continental Gallery in Bond 
Street, illustrating in gross caricature the 
| fifteen days’ Cook’s tour of the German 





Emperor in Turkey and Palestine. For if 
His Imperial Majesty secured these question- 
able treasures, could be be by any means 
certain that VEBER would not at once set to 
work on an entirely new series? Would not 
others at once spring up, and would not 
Emperor Witu1aM be in effect offering a 
remium on all pictorial satire of himself? 
When Mr. Punch reflects how certain 
Anglo-Frenchmen and one enthusiastic Celt 
protested against Mr. Punch’s cartoon 
anent Fashoda which exactly ‘touched the 
spot,” it would not be very astonishing, should 
these pictures ever be exhibited in Paris, if 
some eee German were to energetically 
and forcibly protest and so make the exhi- 
bition a subject of pourparlers between the 
two Governments. We expect, therefore, 
that the show will stay for some time longer 
in itg present Bond Street lodgings. 
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He 


amateur). ‘‘ POETS ARE BORN, NOT MADE.’ 


She. ‘I KNow. I WASN'T BLAMING You.” 








THE SORROWS OF A RISING YOUNG 
(By Himself.) 


As a boy I was remarkably small for my age, and morbidly sen- 
sitive on the subject. Genial old gentlemen would inquire how 
old I was, and never had sufficient tact to conceal their surprise 
when I told them. Kindlier natures would pat me on the fread 
(which is exasperating even when the patter has not to stoop for 
the purpose) and console me by the remark that ‘* the best goods 
were done up in the smallest parcels *’—an aphorism that I con- 
sidered then (and _ still consider} a triumph of chuckle-headed 
imbecility. 

At school they thought even less of me than there was, and I 
used to endeavour to increase my height by constant exercise upon 
the trapeze and parallel bars; without success, for if I stretched at 
all, it was only to contract immediately, like an elastic band. 

In the holidays I consumed large quantities of pure yeast, which 
I knew was used to make bread rise, and trusted might have a 
similar effect upon me. It certainly made my gorge rise, but that 
was all, and I felt very low afterwards. 

And then, without warning, whether the yeast really did begin 
to work, or whether it was due to some more obscure cause, I 
suddenly became aware that the cuffs of my Eton jacket were 
rapidly receding from my wrists, while my ankles stood exposed 
to the gaze of the least observant. My overcoat, too, was shrink- 
ing like Bauzac’s peau de chagrin. I remember that my parents 
did not share my exhilaration at these discoveries—which I thought 
unsympathetic of them. 

But I was cheered by the marked increase of consideration 
shown me by the biggest fellow in the school, whom I met ata 
Christmas party, and who, with the most flattering condescension, 
made an appointment to fight me the day after term began. 

That fight, however, never came off, for on my return he indig- 
nantly declined to meet me on the ground, which I was unable to 
deny, that I had meanly taken advantage of the interval to grow 
out of his reach. 


MAN. 








Now that I was once started I grew almost visibly. I was ner- 


| vously conscious of adding surreptitious cubits to my stature with 


& persistency that, apologise as I might, I could not expect my 
schoolfellows to overlook. Before I was fourteen my people, in 
sheer humanity, promoted me to a tail-coat, which naturally 
annoyed the other fellows. 

When we were marched to church on Sundays, I had to walk 
behind with the head-master—te my exceeding discomfort (for he 
Was not an amusing companion), but there was nobody else tall 
enough for me to pair off with. The general impression in the 
school was that I was “ trying to suck up” to him, and was getting 
too big for my boots. 

The holidays brought some compensations, however. Now that 
I was nearly six feet high, I could hardly be packed off to bed at 
nine. Moreover, I gained the affection of a young lady who was 
really “ out,”’ and had no suspicion that I was so much her junior. 
We were secretly engaged; a fact which often consoled me at 
school the next term, when I had to fag out at cricket, or got an 
‘*‘impot”’ for cribbing a Greek exercise. 

Alas! by the time we met again there was a marked distance 
between us. She accused me of looking down upon her, and 
implored me to pause before I went to lengths whieh I should 
infallibly regret. 

I would gladly have wired my head to my shoulders like a 
champagne cork, had it been feasible—but it was not to be. We 
had one last walk together in Kensington Gardens, when I recollect 
that, in the violence of my emotions, I shot up at least three inches 
between Bayswater Gate and the Albert Memorial, where she bade 
me farewell, saying that our engagement must come to an end 
since I seemed unable to do so. 

I have since suspected that she had discovered that my pocket- 
money, exclusive of casual tips, did not amount to more than half- 
a-crown a week; but at least the world could not have said that, 
in uniting herself to me, she would be marrying beneath her. 








It seemed useless to go back to school or follow any particular | 


branch of study, for I had grown out of all knowledge, and no 
opening in life was large enough for me. 
































Fesruary 22, 1899.] 


—_—— 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 89 











I should not have minded being a physician; but I was several 
sizes too big for any professional brougham. I would have become 
a parson, had I not felt certain that my sermons would be too far 
above the heads of the most cultured congregation. ney 

If I went to the Bar, where could I hope to find a solicitor sufti- 
ciently enterprising enough to brief the whole of me ? 

There was the Stage, to be sure ; but what prospect was there of 
success when even so long a part as Hamlet would be so much too 
short for me ? 

It seemed to me, on reflection, that only one career remained 
for me—a caravan. Socially, perhaps, it was a come down—but, 
after all, there is no reason why a Giant should not remain a 
Gentleman. 

Accordingly I tried to rise to the situation—only to meet a suc- 
cession of rebuffs. 

Showman after Showman has told me bluntly that the market is 
| overcrowded, and that a mere Amateur Giant would stand no 

chance against Professionals. 
| One of them added—and I did think it unkind of him—that if I 











had happened to be a Dwarfnow ... but I did not stay to hear the | 


conclusion of his sentence. ‘ 
Altogether, young as I am, I have already lost all pleasure in 
life. I seem to have outgrown everything ! 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“T want no better tale of contrabandiers than Mr. MEADE 
FAaLKNER’S Moonfleet (EDWARD ARNOLD).”” So says my nautical 
Baronite, who ought to know. ‘And what is the why and the 
wherefore ? 


| arms of Mouune (which is Moon, tout court), the Dorsetshire 


The Y is plain enough to see in the — of the | 
) 


family that produced Blackbeard, that betrayed the King, that | 


gave him the diamond, that lay in the—well, you must find out for 
| yourself. And the ‘ wherefore’ is to be seen in something of the 
| piquant literary charm and last-century flavour of Kidnapped. 

f Mr. FALKNER does not attempt to present a pure romance, as 
STEVENSON did, without the element of woman’s love, he relies 
very little on this for his suecess. The story at the first is marked 
by a pleasant, leisurely garrulity, but when it moves at its fastest, 
the style never loses consistency. A glass with Mr. FaLKNER of 
the best ‘ milk of Ararat,’ such as my noble host of the Why not ? 
knew well how to pour! Let me be the ‘ gauger’ of all such 
contraband as he gives us here, and he may run as many cargoes 
as he likes.” 

The Minor Baronite, to whom the B. de B.-W. has entrusted the 
reviewing of some of the literary forces of the day, reports that he 
has inspected The Lucky Dog (Sanps & Co.) Corps. The founder 
of this detachment is one Ww. Sapte, Junior, and if the M. B. be 
| not deceived, W.S., Jun., paraded his ideas on the stages of the 
Vaudeville and Terry’s Theatres some years ago with considerable 
success, Peter, the hound, being, as now, the centre of attraction. 
But even then Peter palled somewhat on the attention of the 
critical observer. And yet the man or woman who wanted a 
laugh forgave W. Sapte, Junior, his very transparent trans- 
| gressions against common sense and the language of the Queen, 
| because he managed to get some really funny situations. So it is 
| with the book, the capital cover of which has been drawn with the 
prospect of a good run. When A Lucky Dog was on the stage, 
many playgoers asked, ‘* Who is W. Sapte, Senior? and what 
has he done?” 
can only surmise that the Senior Sarr has encouraged the tale of 
| A Lucky Dog to wag in various places because he was certain that 
it would bring reputation and reward to the Junior Sarre. So 
mote it be, in fact Verb. Sapte. 

By Berwen Banks (Hu'rcurnson) is handicapped by the success 
of its predecessors, A Welsh Singer and Torn Sails. ALLEN RAINE 
triumphantly comes out of the friendly conflict.. The scene of the 
new novel is also laid in Wales, of whose country and whose 
people the author has intimate and loving knowledge. The 
ground is new in the field of fiction and proves supremely attrac- 
tive. The plot is novel, ingeniously devised, and cleverly worked 
| out. My Baronite, calon fich, warmly recommends the acquaint- 
ance of Valmai Powell, her surroundings, her friends, and her 
touching story. 

“As to Lilliput Lyrics, were I Joun Lane,” quoth the Baron, 
“T wouldn’t have troubled ny Bodley Head about them, nor have 
expended so much fancy on a very quaint cover, except perhaps 
that this may constitute the book’s principal attraction.” Some 
of the illustrations are pretty, and not a few grotesquely humor- 
ous. The ‘Nonsense Rhymes” are better than either the 
“Lyrics” or any of the other verses in the collection. 

Naturally one expects a good tale from Srorry, A.R.A. My 
| Baronite finds it in Sketches from Memory (CuHattTo and Wrxvvs), 
| illustrated, moreover, by some charming sketches jotted down 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 





The Minor Baronite repeats the question, and | 


| courtly bow and a meaning glance at his opponent. 
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A BROAD HINT. 


Piscator. ‘*Yes, I LIKE A DAY AT THIS TIME OF YEAR. GET 
ALL THE JV ATER TO MYSELF, YOU SEE.” 

Yokel. *‘ AnH! AND MAYHAP HAVE’A SUP 0 
SPARE FOR SOMEBODY ELSE, GOVERNOR ?” 


THE WHISKY TO 





on his wayfaring. The young Storey, one of the earliest chapters, 
so to speak, went to school in Paris, and in a pleased interval of 
his studies watched the Revolution from the housetops. Varying 
his position, he, like the insurgents, descended upon the streets 
and narrowly escaped being shot. His account of the outbreak, 
and of the measures taken for putting it down, though drawn from 
the diary of a very small boy, are singularly graphic. After France 
he went to Spain, sketching from memory a gallery full of live 
people. Making no pretence of writing a book, Mr. Srorry has 
produced a real good one. 

It is almost startling to be reminded, as we are by Mrs. 
Rircute’s introduction to The Virginians, one of the latest volumes 
of Smiru, ELpER’s Biographical edition of THACKERAY, that at one 
period the novelist earnestly desired to enter the House of Com- 
mons. Nay, he actually stood for the city of Oxford, coming in at 
the bottom of the poll. ‘And a very good thing, too,” says 
Topsy, M.P., who is supposed to know something of the 
House. In 1857, when S made the attempt, he was forty- 
six years old, far too advanced in life to make his mark at West- 
minster. He would have been lost in a crowd of mediocrities, 
would have been nowhere in the race with the glib, blatant 
BaSHMEAD ARTLETTs of theday. He did much better when, address- 
ing the electors after the poll had been declared, he undertook to 
‘retire and take my place with my pen and ink at my desk.”’ The 
result was The Virginians, published in November of this same year, 
worth a whole Session full of speeches addressed to Mr. SPEAKER. 
THACKERAY’S contest at Oxford is otherwise notable for one of the 
neatest and most graceful compliments on record. Meeting in the 
street Lord Monck, one of his opponents, he had a little friendly 
talk over the prospects of the fight, and on taking leave said, ‘‘ May 
the best man win.” “I hope not,” said Lord Monck, with a 


HE Baron DE B.-W. 








Atways Avorpep sy Lapy GoLp AND Sitver Fisu.—The 


Shabby Gent-Eel. 
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which Children are SUpPpOse d to * trail sy looks in on Freddie in the 


Nursery as she goes to bed. 


Freddie. “On, 
Fond 


Muay, I’sE HAD SUCH A LOVELY Dream!” 
“OH, IT WAS ALL ABOUT THE ANGELS ! 
Vother. ““Yes—AND WHAT DID THEY Do?” 


THEY CAME 
Freddie. 


Fond Mother. “Have you, DAnLinc? Wuar was ir! 
RIGHT DOWN FROM HEAVEN INTO THIS Room!” 
‘Ou, MUMMY DARLING, THEY CUTTED MY TOE-NAILS! 








LORD GR-MTH-RPE’S COMMENTARIES. 
No. V.—Lorp G. on Fasutons in OveRcoATS. 

Sik,—Whatever may be the result and to suppose that I care 
a rap which way they get it for me not being the sort of man to 
whom at his or my time of life these things matter at all argues a 
remarkable blindness in all of them except the late Archbishop 
Tarr of the correspondence now SY (or it might have been if 
it had been properly treated which I doa’t know how it could be 
with such a set of jackasses all blowing their own trumpets) 
carried on I for one though when I come to compare myself with 
some (Mr. Harrison will do as an example of what I should mean 
if I did it like he did) I feel that it is almost unfair to call myself 
one and not two or three, however I shall always think it was right 
of me to tackle them at once instead of leaving the matter to be 
threshed out by a rabble who can’t use the English language or 
write as I once heard Lord Penzance say in the best judgment 


that was ever delivered if not by him then by the rest of them and | 


can’t argue pro nucibus aut toffeo. 

And that brings me to the point which was what I intended to 
fix them on all along which is or at least it was when I met them 
in the Court of Arches ten years ago (was Mr. Harrison there? 
Of course how could he be why then should he keep going on like 
this) a thing never dreamt of by the fools who framed the statute 
de vestimentis superioribus (8 Car. Il., cap 642) but then they tell 
me it is the way of the world to take up or drop as they like a 
garment of which all the pockets as anybody might have learnt at 
school ought to be situated on the outside though never in the 
collar and only rarely if never which is what Mr. Harrison can’t 
deny though he is a brazen-faced impostor and cheap at that (is 
| that what he has been waiting for from me if so he has got it and 
| I trust he likes it more than I would under similar or merely 
slightly different circumstances) in the cuffs. 


Now just observe what a pretty pass things were (or will if you 
give them rope enough) come to. Am I to take up my parable 
every day like this and prove them mendacious or all but (I don’t 
want to wound any feelings they may think themselves though 
everyone knows I don’t think they are it would indeed be a 
monstrous thing for any man of sense which they certainly are not 
to think them entitled to so I will not use hard words but leave 
them where I found them in which case even a mule or a prize 
heifer will point the finger of scorn at them). Then of course 
Mr. Harrison is to come along walking delicately like AGaG did | 
and gird at my authorities but he will tind that the bitterness of | 
death (which I may tell him is from the same quotation only he 
doesn’t know it) will never be past as long as I’ve got a word to 
say about it or a newspaper column to say it in as loudly as ever 
I can. 

The fact is we must make no concession to these vermin. Give 
them an inch (I shan’t trust me for that) and off they go with a 
cubit added on to their stature which naturally they can’t do by | 
taking thought, and consequently it’s only reasonable to suppose 
and that’s why I do it that they never can or will or have taken 
thought in all their lives. And that makes the whole thing 
absolutely clear to anyone who does not shut his ears when I try 
to show it to them whic h I don’t mean to go on doing much longer 
only it’s hard to be silent when you are talking to a lot of 
nincompoops like them. Yours obediently, 

GR-MTH-RPE. 


Motto ror Don CARLOS THE COMFORTABLE. 
reste,” and may he long remain where he is. 


—* Jy suis, et j'y 


A Work SUITABLE FOR PUBLICATION BY “‘ THE UNICORN PrREss.” 
—One ‘ Horn Book.” 
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Mr. Punca (fo Str M-cn-t H-cxs-B-cn). ‘‘ LOOK HERE! WE 


AND CAN’T HAVE ’EM IN DOWNING STREET!” 


(“I take my hour’s recreation in a walk and a short attendance at the Board of the Society.” —Sir M. Hicks-Beach’s Speech in the House of Commons.) 
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Old Groom. **No, Miss ETHEL. 





VA 


SX 


x i. SMV 


A SPORTING MATCH. 


Diminutive Diana. ‘‘Covutpn’t I Go AS WELL WITH THE Hounps as Lucy THERE?” 
You sEE, THAT yoUNG LADY JUMPS ALL THE FENCEs.” 
D. D. “Wet, THEN—I’M svuRE I COULD BEAT HER IN A HALF-MILE SPIN ON THE FLAT IN OUR PARK!” 








A STRIKING EXPERIMENT. 

“A College for Labour leaders has just been established at Oxford.’’— 
Daily Telegraph.) 

“Ha!” cried Mr. Punch, on reading the above, ‘‘ we must know 
more about this,’’ and a few moments later his Special Prophetic 
Interviewer was posting off to Oxford. 

The S. P. I. had no difficulty in finding the new college. He was 
about to enter, when he was accosted by a surly-looking Indi- 
vidual wearing a scholar’s gown, a tweed cap and a woollen 
muffler. 

** What do you want ?”’ demanded the Individual. 

The S. P. I. explained, and asked if he might go in. 

**No, you can’t. You’re a blackleg, I suppose ?” 
| “A blackleg!’’ cried the S. P. I., and with surprise so genuine 
| that the Individual was instantly reassured. 
| ‘Well, you see,” he explained, “we are on strike at present. 
| The Trades Union of Undergrads. have called us out and we are 
| not going in till the Dons give us our terms—better scholarships 
| and shorter lectures. We heard that they were getting in some 
non-unionists to listen to them, and I was told off to picket the 
lecture-room. That’s why I took you for a blackleg, see ?”’ 

“T understand. And are you often on strike ?” 

“Generally, in Term-time.” 

‘But doesn’t that interfere with your work rather ? ” 

“Oh, no! we are learning to be labour leaders.” 

The S. P. I. suggested that he would like to inspect the College. 

** Well,” replied the Individual, ‘‘ there is not very much to see. 
The Chapel? The men struck the first day it was opened, because 
the service was so early, and it has never been used since. The 
Library? The librarian wanted to see a football match, so he’s 
on strike and the library will be closed till the end of the week. 
Oh, there’s the kitchen. I think it’s in working order.” 

But when they reached the kitchen door, they found a cook 
armed with a rolling-pin, barring the entrance. 

‘** Picketed too!” cried the Individual. ‘ Of course, I forgot. 
The cooks came out this morning. Well, that’s all I can show 
you, but doubtless you have seen enough to realise that a great 
new movement has started which will revolutionise the relations 
of labour and capital * 
** At all events,” replied the S. P.I., “ it is a striking experiment.” 











THE FLAT THAT JERRY BUILT. 
(A Page from the Private Diary of Zedwhyeks.) 


Tuts is the Flat that Jerry built. 

aa _ Rift in the Tradesmen’s Lift of the Flat that Jerry 

ult. 

This is the Leg of New Zealand Mutton that stuck in the Rift in 
the Tradesmen’s Lift of the Flat that Jerry built. 

This is the Larder in which we keep the Remains ofthe Leg of 
New Zealand Sheep that stuck in the Rift in the Tradesmen’s 
Lift of the Flat that Jerry built. 

This is the Cook who too often mistook for the Dustbin the 
Larder in which we keep the Remains of the Leg of New Zealand 
Sheep that stuck in the Rift in the Tradesmen’s Lift of the 
Flat that Jerry built. 

This is the Dumb Electric Bell, the Drawing-room Chimney that 
smokes as well, the Rain that comes in through the windows that 
leak, the Doors that rattle and Boards that creak, and the 
Sack which the Mistress gave to the Cook. who was too fond 
of her Beer and too often mistook for the Dustbin the Larder 
in which we keep the obstructive Leg of New Zealand Sheep 
that stuck in the Rift in the lunatic Lift of the Flat that 
JERRY built. 

This is the Rent we ’re averse to pay, and the Moon one is almost 
tempted to Shoot, and the Comments we ‘ll make next Quarter- 
Day on Pianos and Banjos and Dogs to boot, not to speak of 
the hopeless Electric Bell, the Smuts and the Smoke and the 
Sweep as well, the Casements and Walls and Ceilings that 
leak, the Doors that rattle and Boards that creak, and the Row 
which the Mistress had with the Cook who my Whisky for 
hers too much mistook, and made hay in the Larder in which 
we keep the various Joints and Goods in a ry that stick in 
the Rift in the maddening Lift of the Flat that Jerry built. 

This is the Flat that Jerry built. 








LeGat Inqurry.—If I buy a pair of trousers warranted to wear 
| well, and they turn out a failure, should I, on bringing an action 
for damages, be “‘ non-swited,”’ or could I counterclaim damages for 


| ** breeches of promise” ? 
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funt Ethel, 
funt Ethel. 


* WELL, 
* THEN 


BEATRICE, 
THERE s THE 


WERE 


tl 


TIT 











BY PROXY. 
You VERY BRAVE 
HAt¥r-crown I 


AT THE DEnNrist’s?” 
PROMISED you. AND Now 


Beatrice. “He puLtep ovr Two or Witie’s Teer!” 


ALICE IN AYLWINLAND. 


lylivin, by THEopoRE Wartts-DunToN. 
i//an of this month. 


See 
Va 
** CHESHIRE 
timidly, 
here ?”’ 
**In that direction,”’ the Cat said, waving 
his right paw round, “lives Mr. AYLWIN the 
Mystic: and in that direction,”’ waving the 
other paw, “lives Mr. Wurtperspry the 
Painter. Visit either you like: they ’re 
both mad.” 3 ; 
* But [ don’t want to 
people,” ALickE remarked. 
‘Oh, you can't help that,” said the Cat. 
‘We're all mad here. I’m mad. You're 
nua.” 
* Tow do 
ALICE 
‘**You must be. said the Cat, 
wouldn't have come here.” 


Puss,” said Anice, rather 
‘what sort of people live about 


xo mad 


among 


you know ['im mad? said 


Tell us a story,’ said the March Hare. 

‘ Yes, please do!’ pleaded Atice. 

‘And be quick about it,” added the 
Hatter, ‘“‘or we shall all be asleep before 
the end of the volume.” 

‘**Once upon a time there were two young 
ladies,” the Dormouse began in a great 
hurry; “and their names were SrnFi and 
Winnie; and they lived on the top of a 
hill.”’ 

** What 
who was 
subjects. 


did they live on?” asked ALIcE, 
greatly interested in all literary 


TELL 





“Waa 
foun 
i 


Beatrice. “ Yes, Auntriv, 1 was.” 
ME WHAT HE DID TO you.” 








** They lived upon butter,” said the Dor- 
mouse, after thinking for a moment. 

‘* Where did they get the butter from?” 
asked ALICE. 

‘From the critics, of course,’’ answered 
the Dormouse, sulkily. 

‘But they wouldn't have needed that,”’ 
\nicE gently remarked, ‘ unless they were 
dull.” 

* They were,’ said the Dormouse. “ Very 
dull.”’ 

ALIcE tried a little to fancy to herself this 
extraordinary state of things, but it puzzled 
her too much. Meantime, the Dormouse 
went on. 

‘*So these two young ladies 
learning to draw, you know ; 

** What did they draw ?”’ said Auicr. 

*The Public,” said the Dormouse, with 
out considering at all this time. 

‘** But I don’t understand,” said AuIcE. 

‘‘Neither did they,’ answered the Dor 
mouse. 

ALICE was silent. 

‘“They were learning to draw,” he con- 
tinued, ‘“‘and they drew with everything 
that begins with an M——”’ 

“Why with an M ?” asked Atice. 

** Why not?” said the Dormouse, ‘*‘ —— 
that began with an M, such as Madness, 
and Melancholy, and Mysticism—do you 
like books about Mysticism ? ” 

“Really, now you ask me,” said ALICE, 
very much confused, “I don’t think ——”’ 

“Then you shouldn’t talk,’ said the 
Hatter. 


they were 








This piece of rudeness was more than 
AuicE could bear. She got up in great 
disgust, and walked off. The Dormouse 
fell asleep again instantly. ‘‘ At any rate, 
I'll never go there again!’ she said. “It's 
the stupidest story I ever heard in my life !”’ 





PROPOSALS FOR PEACE. 
(Compiled for the Domestic Circle by 
Paterfamilias.) 


1. No new fashion to be adopted in female 
dress, and gowns not to be declared obsolete 
on the score that they have been worn * for 
ever so long.” 

2. Fires (especially in the study) to be 
kept in by those put in charge of them, and 
universal abolition of that modern instru 
ment of torture, ** the job-cook 

3. Expenditure to be kept strictly within 
the bounds of the house money, and no 
tampering with the Store ‘“‘ deposit account.” 

4. Placing of pocket and pin-money on a 
sound commercial basis, and cheerful com- 
pliance with necessary reductions. 

5. Abolition of domestic pets. 

6. Suspension of cordial relations with the 
dressmaker, the milliner, and the female 
friend who has seen such “ sweet bargains.” 

7. Dinner to be punctual and to be equal 
in quality and service to that eoeiied at 
the best clubs. 

8 (added by Materfamilias). Reasonable 
conduct on the part of the master of the 
house. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tony, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, February 13. 
—A proud day for the SaGE of QUEEN ANNBE’S 
Gate. Pretty to see him leading the flower 
of the Tory Party into the Lobby in resist- 
ance of attack on integrity of a resolution 
which, if carried, would have ended the 
Lords. No pride about him. No haughty 
elation in his mien. Same gliding step ; 
same readiness to efface himself; same 
winning smile as , his following were mere 


vided favourable opportunity for touching- | 
up his captain with barbed spear-point. | 
Now, at a critical moment, his friends and 
companion* dear had turned upon him, and 
who had come to his rescue? Why, the 
Tories, whom he had spent an honourable 
life in belittling and belabouring. ; 
The SaGE not subject to floods of emotion ; 
has, indeed, earned the character of a 
cynic. But this too much for him. It was 
with a curiously choked voice he cried 
“ Aye!” when the SPEAKER put from the 





chair his unmutilated amendment rescued 
from burglarious hands. Rather thought 


= 
~— 
1 


Y 


IN THEIR DECLINING YEARS, 


a little one, and was accepted for purely 
hygienic reasons. Princk ArTHurR played 


| golf, consequently did not hold a single 


directorship. But he (St. Micwart) didn’t 
play golf. Must have some exercise. Office 
of Economie Life Assurance Society is in 
the City ; Embankment leads to City ; when 
directorship offered him, at once occurred 
to him that here was opportunity of strength- 
ening and prolonging a life precious to the 
Empire. Therefore accepted directorship. 
«My right hon. friend the Leader of the 
House,” to quote St. MicHaEL’s own words, 
‘*takes an hour’s recreation at golf. I take 





‘ They all thoroughly believed in the Government—(/avghter)—and he trusted that in their declining years they would remember this questioa of 


land-tenure and rating in London. 
tadicals, instead of being Her Majesty's 


| Ministers and the bodyguard of the British 

















Constitution. Ecstasy of moment com- 
pleted by fact that the Party he was about 
to flout was the so-called Liberal Party, 
commanded by his esteemed Leader, 


| CAWMELL-BANNERMAN, 


‘* Nunc dimittis !”’ carolled the SaGe, as 
he looked round; and all the congregation 
said, ‘*‘ Amen!” 

Triumph short-lived; joy fleeting. The 
SaGE had moved an amendment to Address 
providing that in the event of a Bill passing 

| the Commons being thrown out in the Lords 
| and carried again in the next session in the 
| Commons, the QUEEN shall forthwith give 
| the Royal Assent. CAWMELL-BANNERMAN, 
whilst heartily agreeing in the attack on 
autocratic position of the Lords, demurred 
on ro grounds to form of amendment. 
Put up Lawson Watton to move another. 
| Question submitted from the Chair took the 
| form of eliminating words from the SAGE's 
| motion in order to substitute Lawson 
WALTON’s. 


It was on this issue that Princk ARTHUR 
rallied his men round the standard of the 
| SaGE, repelling CawMELL-BANNERMAN and 
| his men by majority of 150. Now the way 
seemed clear for completion of victory. A 
Ministerial majority had declared in favour 
of the integrity of the Sacr’s amendment, 


Opposition. Only thing to do now was to 
formally affirm it, and enter it on the 
ournals of the House. A look of almost 
eavenly contentment suffused the SaGE’s 
countenance. All his life he had fought 
under the banner of the Liberal flag, a 
position of contiguity that occasionally pro 





indignantly repelling insidious attack from | 


| he, too, held a directorship. 





-Mr. Bartley’s Speech in the House of Commons. 


Prince ARTHUR, having saved it from de- 
struction, would have proposed the Govern 
ment Tellers should take charge of the 
division. That a mere detail. Possibly from 
feeling of chivalry the Leader of House 
would not supersede him in command on 
the eve of victory. Did not OuTRAM, arriv 
ing at Lucknow, armed with complete 
civil and military authority, decline to 
supersede Havetock, who had done all the 
fighting ? 

Musing on these matters, the Sacr beheld 
a strange sight. The Ministerialists, having 
beaten off the would-be mutilators of the 
amendment, now closed up their ranks, 
made a dash upon the rescued party and 
rolled it ignominiously out of the House by 
a majority of 118! 

** Well, I never,” said the Saar. 

Business done.—Prince ARTHUR conducts 
a strategic movement in defence of the 
House of Lords. 

Tuesday.—Interesting biographical detail 
came out in debate to-night. Swirr 
MacNEILL, who, since SPEAKER took the 
Chair, has been all over the place in his 
favourite character of the bull in a china 
shop, called attention to tireless energy of 
Her Majesty’s Ministers. Not content with 
serving their country, it appears that out 
of forty-four Ministers of the Crown twenty- 
five hold no fewer than forty-one director- 
ships in public companies. As MacNeILu 
mentioned this fact, peculiar noise, as of the 
smacking of lips, heard on back benches. 


Many eyes turned with envious glance | 


towards Treasury Bench. 

Hicks-BreacH undertaking to extenuate 
this embarrassment of riches, admitted that 
But it was only 


|my hour’s recreation in a walk along the 
Embankment and a short attendance at the 
Board of the Society.” 

There it is; so simple, so natural, so 
logical. 

** But couldn’t you,” said Sark, “ take 
your hour’s walk on the Embankment and 
stop short of the door of the Economic Life 
Assurance Society and its little fee?” 

That's the worst of Sark. He’s always 
going a point further than is compatible 
with polite conversation. Glad to say Sv. 
MIcHAEL, momentarily communing with 
All Angels, didn’t hear him. 


Business done.—Talking round the Ad- 
dress. 
Thursday.—Ministerialists of the better 


sort getting a little tired of REpMoND ainé and 
his rhetorical attacks on the political party 
that ruined themselves and their cause by ad- 
vocating Home Rule. Well enough once in 
| a decade to come back in joyous mood after 
dinner, sit and hear blatant middle-aged 
young man snap at the hand that fed him. 
| But the exhibition palls upon repetition. 
To-night, any measure of success possible 
| was marred by accident that the turn came 
on in the dinner hour. Later or earlier in 
the dull tide of miscellaneous debate round 
the Address, good Unionists would have 
been in their places to watch the antiquated 
sport. Not good enough to justify sacrifice 
of dinner. So they cleared out, and carefully 
framed, sedulously polished, turgid sentences 
| rolled over empty benches. 

Courtesy compelled attendance of 
CAWMELL-BANNERMAN. House filled up to 
| hear his reply, and prepare for the division. 
Wherein pa of the Opposition failed 
was in taking the matter too seriously. A 
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little more banter, a little less warmth of 
protestation of sincere (if subdued) affection 
tor Home Rule would have been better. As 
for Prince ArtuurR, he chose the better 
yvart. He discreetly said nothing, and so 
Seoneen eight o’clock and midnight fizzled 
out a performance whose opening was 
heralded with much beating of drums and 
blowing of trumpets. 

Business done. — REDMOND ainé moving 
Home Rule Resolution finds a following of 
forty-three, including less than one-half of 
the Nationalist vote, against a muster of 
500, 

Friday night.—Even an Irish Chief Secre- 
tary will turn at last. Davitt on to-night 
with amendment to Address deploring 
distress in West of Ireland; asking for 
more money and compulsory powers of 
purchase. JoHN DrLLon and others to 
follow on same lines. Brother GERALD 
stirred up what Driion called “an other- 
wise harmonious and useful debate” by 
going for Irish Members. 

The Congested Districts Board was a 
device of Prince Artuur. From day it 
was founded till it began to prosper no help 
been received from Irish Nationalist Mem- 
bers. Now, when the Board is popular, its | 
benefactions everywhere acknowledged, they 
come in to reap where they have not sown. 

This unexpected outburst almost took 
breath away; slightly recovered when | 
Brother GERALD wound up by promising an | 
additional £20,000 a year for the Congested | 
Districts Board. 

Business done.—Debate on Address ad- 
journed till Monday. 


THE LONGING OF A LYRICAL 
LAYMAN. 


, , ) 1) 4} 7 
(Wearied of the yells of the newsvendors.) 





Ou! for some fair, far-distant isle, 
Some region beatific, 

Where I might rest a little while, 
Lulled by the great Pacific 

To sleep! and there ne'er hear the cries 
be oer! All the winners ! ” 

Or ** Dreyrus Case!” I'd close my eyes, 
Nor care for saints or sinners. 

I'd dream that journals might come out, 

Which men might read and boys not shout! 








{ Lesson in “ Boornae.” — Manager 
LowENFELD—Wwe had nearly written Lohen- 
grin, only the last syllable, *‘ grin,’”’ doesn’t | 
just now seem applicable unless he himself 
adds ‘‘ and-bear-it’—does not approve of 
the *‘ booing” of his godsin the gallery. No 
more does any other sensible man or 
manager. But don’t offend the happy gods 
as they might turn nasty, and so make the 
theatre, in which they exhibit their rowdi- 
ness, a place to be avoided. Let Manager 
LOWENFELD be advised by Sir Prertinax 
MacSycopuant, and act like that sagacious 
Man of the World who was not to be put 
down by abuse, noise or snubbing, but who 
**booed and booed and booed” again, until 
he came offthe winner. All other‘ booing” 
would have to yield to such cunning “ boo- 
ing” as this would be. “I always booed 
| and booed and booed,” says Sir Pertinax, 
‘**as it were by instinct.” 


Gourer'’s DescripTION oF Mr. ARTHUR 


BaLrour.—“ A nice young man for a small 
‘tee’ party.” 


Tur New M.P. ror LonponpeRRY.— Most 


useful person for either side to reckon on in | 


} a division—** Count Morr.” 


Why 
Hy 


WHO’D HAVE THOUGHT 


= WELL, JOHNSON, BEEN TO THE Doctor, As I TOLD you ?” os 
THE MATTER WITH You ?” 


**AND WHAT DID HE SAY WAS 


‘, 
BPynyt “ as > 
Lediy BAvreiy 


4 he avon 


IT! 


Yes, M’Lorp.” 


“"E SAYS IT’S JUST GENERAL ABILITY, M LORD, THAT’S ALL!” 








LYRICAL OUTRAGES. 
[IV.—To Lizer From Prison. 


WHEN certain undefinéd things 
Puts me be’ind these gates, 
Sometimes the warder L1zer brings 
To whisper at the grates; 
And when I sees ‘er smile a treat 
Wiv tear-drops in ‘er eye, 
The toffs as ale dahn Regent Street 
Knows no such liberty. 


When knowing coppers messes round 
l’rom ’Ampstead ’Eath to Thames, 
You might ‘a’ thought as they ‘d be bound 
To stop all crooked games ; 
Yet while they lets the ’Ooligan, 
The ‘OoLey, too, go free, 
The poor dishonest burgling man 
Knows no such liberty. 


Stone walls may not a prison make, 
Nor iron bars a cage ; 

But as a substitute they take 
Some beating, I'll engage : 

The birds and fishes, winds and such 
Are free as blooming free, 

Your Brut for ‘alf a year, old Dutch, 
Knows no such liberty. 


SPRING FASHIONS. 


London (West End).—Gauze gowns. Para- 
sols of rainbow colours. Dust cloaks. Blue 
spectacles—to ward off the rays of the sun. 
I'ans for afternoon wear. Single sole shoes 
for promenaders. 

St. Petersburg.—Dove-colour dresses with 
Siberian fur trimmings. Tricolour ribands 
with ambulance crosses d@ la Suisse. 

Berlin.—F or particulars, apply to H.I.M. 
the Emprror- Kina. 

Madrid.—F oreign materials from ci-devant | 
colonies. 
Monte Carlo.—Cosmopolitan. On arrival, 
contents of eighteen large portmanteaux. 
On departure, serge costume and a railway 

rug. 








Not A Question or Guiass Houses. — 
Mr. Punch understands that the great 
novelty at the Crystal Palace during the 
coming summer will be an entertainment 
after the fashion of a French revue called 
A Dream of Whitaker’s Almanack. Mr. P 
hopes that acres of wit may be sown and 
yield fruit abundantly. May “ big success” 
justify the attempt. 











